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Chats With the Editor 


Why the Policeman 
Prayed 


In some countries it is very dan- 
gerous to preach the Adventist message. 

Not long ago, in a country in Eastern 
Europe, one of our churches decided to 
hold a series of evening meetings. 

As the first meeting began a policeman 
walked in. He glared around the room, then 
sat down and took out a pen and notebook. 
All through the sermon he kept writing, 
and someone noticed that he seemed espe- 
cially angry when the speaker mentioned 
that Jesus is coming again. 

The next night the policeman returned 
with his notebook and pen. Again he kept a 
careful record of all that went on. 

This continued throughout the series, 
and the church members were afraid. Many 
of our believers have been put in jail in 
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that country, and some are in jail right now 
just because they are Adventists. The mem- 
bers of this church knew that if the police- 
man went home any night with a bad im- 
pression, the leaders would very likely be 
arrested. 

It was most important to keep the police- 
man happy. 

And apparently he did not like to hear 
any preaching about the coming of Jesus. 


After two or three weeks, the narch on 


president came to talk in the church on 
Friday night. The policeman was there 
too, of course. 

Just before the service, the church elder, 
who was in charge of the meetings, said to 
the conference president, “Please don’t say 
anything about the return of Jesus.” 

The conference president thought a mo- 
ment. Then he said, “Dear brother, I feel 
that the Lord wants me to talk to these 
people about His coming, and that is what 
I shall talk to them about.” 

The poor elder! He quaked in his boots! 
And the policeman! He took notes as he 
had never taken notes before. The church 
elder could almost hear the prison doors 
clanking shut behind him as he was put 
in jail! 

At the end of the sermon the conference 
president said, “I believe you have a custom 
in this church to hold a prayer meeting 
every Friday night. Let us have one this 
evening. I’m going to ask the church elder 
to lead, then any of you who wish to do so 
may follow.” 

Everyone knelt down. 

And the policeman? He knelt too! 

The church elder prayed. There were a 
few moments of silence. Then came a voice 
no one had ever heard praying in that 
church before. 

“O God,” it said, “I have not lived the 
life I should. But in these meetings I have 
learned that You love me and are willing 
to forgive me. Take my heart and make 
me ready to meet You when You come to 
set up Your kingdom.” 

It was the policeman! 

Let us never be afraid to tell people that 
Jesus is coming again. Wonderful things 
happen when people learn this glorious 
truth. 


Your friend, 





A TIGER 
in the Sabbath School Offering! 





By ERIC B. HARE 


T HARA JOHN! Thara John! Get your 
gun! Get your gun!” cried one of the vil- 
lage farmers as an excited group of men 
came up the bamboo ladder into our school- 
house in Lapota village. 

“A tiger killed one of my buffaloes last 
night!” 

“And he'll kill a lot of our cattle if we 
don’t kill him,” interrupted another fright- 
ened man. 

“Come on, Thara John! Get your gun!” 

“You know the government will give you 
a 30-rupee royalty for every tiger you kill!” 
said another. 

“The dead buffalo is near a mango tree in 
my rice field. The tiger has eaten part of it, 
but he’s sure to come back tonight. You can 
sit up in the tree and you'll be quite safe.” 


Thara John aimed carefully. ‘Please, 





Lord,” he whispered, 


“All right! All right!” answered Thara 
John, who was schoolteacher and elder for 
the little group of believers. “Come for me 
when school is out and show me the place. I 
will climb into the tree about an hour before 
the sun sets and wait.” 

When school was out, Thara John in- 
spected the place. The position was ideal. 
The mango tree was about forty feet from 
the jungle. Almost beneath it, was the dead 
buffalo. He thought of the great need of the 
village. He thought of his need for the 
Lord to help him and to protect him. Then 
he thought of the Investment Fund and 
prayed, “Please, Lord, help me shoot this 
tiger, and I'll give half of the royalty to the 
Investment Fund and buy more cartridges 
with the other half.” To page 17 


“help me to kill three tigers.” 


tes GOURLEY, ARTIST 


<M 
‘ 


oe 


Ps 


We 
A 
a: 
aA 
Fon) a 
‘ Vin 6 
ay | 


Di 





Jedediah Strong Smith, Pathfinder of the Old West 


Attack at the Water Hole 


Conclusion 


By JAN S. 


HEN Jedediah Smith and Silas Gobel 

were on the verge of collapse from hun- 
ger, thirst, and heat exhaustion in the Great 
Salt Desert of Utah, they sighted a small 
flowing stream near the base of a moun- 
tain twenty miles beyond what is now called 
Skull Valley. 

The two men were so maddened by thirst 
that they could hardly contain themselves at 
the sight of the bubbling spring. Gobel 
threw himself into the water and drank the 
cool liquid in frenzied gulps. This could 
have proved fatal, because they had gone so 
long without water, but fortunately it didn’t. 

Smith held back at first, realizing the 
danger of bloating the stomach with water; 
but soon all caution was thrown to the winds 
as he sipped the delightful moisture. It was 
too much for him to resist, and with a splash 
he flung himself flat in the water and 
drank and drank and drank until his poor 
stomach could hold no more. 

Slowly he arose. The pool seemed too 
good to leave, but he could drink no more 
just then. He must fill the old kettle in his 
pack and take it to Evans. Hurrying as fast 
as he could, he made his way back across the 
wasteland. When he came to Evans the man 
was so far gone that he was scarcely able to 
whisper. Quickly Smith leaned over and 
placed the kettle within the dying man’s 
grasp. Evans seized it and kept it at his lips 
until he had drunk about four or five quarts. 
Dropping it when all the water was gone, 
he looked up at Smith and asked, “Why did 
you bring so little?” 


DOWARD 


Smith smiled and told him that he would 
help him reach the pool if he would try. It 
did not take much urging now. Evans rose 
to his feet, and leaning on his captain, stag- 
gered toward the spring. 

The first white men the Indians of Skull 
Valley saw were these three walking skele- 
tons, parched and weather-beaten and nearly 
mad from breathing the alkali dust. 

They were nearly beyond recognition 
when they finally sighted the rendezvous 
camp at Bear Valley near the Wyoming 
border. Here the other trappers and ex- 
plorers had gathered, awaiting Smith’s ar- 
rival. After so long a wait, the men at the 
camp had given the three men up as lost, so 
the camp was all astir when they arrived. 

The three were a sorry lot, to be sure. 
Their clothes were almost gone, their gaunt, 
weather-beaten faces were raw from expo- 
sure, and their beards were long and matted. 
Their staggering walk, so unlike that of the 
strong men they had been, showed the oth- 
ers that they had undergone terrific torture. 
But they had made it through, and it was 
good to be alive. 

The men in camp pulled out the old can- 
non that had been brought from St. Louis 
the year before and fired a salute to Smith 
and his companions for their achievement. 

Although men of lesser caliber would 
never have tried another expedition after 
such a near tragedy, Smith took off again 
just ten days after his arrival at the Bear Lake 
camp. This time he traveled south along his 
original route to California. Cutting down 
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through what is now the State of Utah, he 
passed into Indian territory near the Sevier 
River. 

When he had been this way before the 
natives had been very friendly, but now he 
and his men could find none of them. Hid- 
ing in the rocks and keeping themselves 
from view, the Indians would not come out 
to welcome them. The only redskin they saw 
was one scrambling over some rocks high on 
a ridge. 

“He’s keeping as close to that rock as a 
mountain sheep,” one of the men said. 

“I just can’t understand their behavior,” 
Smith mused audibly. “These Indians were 
different the first time we came.” 

What Smith did not know was that the 
Indians had come in contact with other 
whites since then, and their attitude had 
changed. 

Jedediah and his men moved deep into 
Mohave country soon after this, and camped 
in the Indians’ villages. It was good to let 
the horses and mules feed on the rich grassy 
bottomland. 

Outwardly the Mohaves were friendly, 
trading freely with Smith’s men as the latter 
prepared themselves and their stock for the 
long, arduous desert crossing to California. 
Secretly, however, these natives were pre- 
paring to massacre all the whites who dared 
to enter their territory. They had previously 
been mistreated by other whites and were 
themselves suspicious of all palefaces. Smith 
and his men had no idea that the Mohaves 


The Indians struck as the Smith party was crossing the Colorado River 








were dipping their arrows in poison, ready- 
ing their war clubs, or rehearsing their plans 
for the massacre. 

The Indians struck a few days later when 
the Smith party was making its way across 
the swift Colorado River on some makeshift 
rafts. In a few moments the Indians had di- 
vided the party, killed ten men, and taken 
most of the baggage and supplies. 

The eight remaining men scrambled out 
of reach of the arrows on the far side of the 
river and began rounding up what was left 
of the supplies. It was pitifully little. No 
horses, only five guns, a few rounds of am- 
munition, fifteen pounds of dried meat, and 
that was all. Before the men stretched the 
bleak and barren desert, one hundred and 
fifty miles of the most sun-soaked region in 
the southwest, with temperatures like a fur- 
nace. Few men ever faced such an ordeal 
before. 

“Help yourself to what's left and follow 
me,” cried Jedediah. 

The men obeyed, and in a few minutes 
they were heading for a small clump of 
cottonwoods to protect themselves from the 
enemy. Smith turned back to place-a few 
bits of food on the sand bar along with some 
things he had in his pockets to stall the 
Indians off as long as possible. The bait 
would keep them from pursuing too soon. 

Digging in behind the trees and firing a 
few shots, Smith and his men discouraged 
the natives from coming close. The Mohaves 


To page 14 


on makeshift rafts. 
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Chapter Two: Trouble in the Market Place 


Friend of the Indians 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


If you missed the first chapter: 


John Eliot wanted to spend his time reading books. 
He hoped to be a teacher someday. But his father, 
who owned a large farm in Essex County, England, 
wanted him to w up to be a farmer. John’s mother 
was on the s side, She felt sure that God a 
special plan for John’s life. In the chapter this week, 
we find out which parent won—and about the battle 
in the market place that was one of the results. 


os John Eliot was with his fa- 
ther he tried to act as if his mind had 
never met a book. He talked about barley. 
He talked about rye. He discussed the 
ways and means of doing best with the flax. 
But in spite of himself he felt a great hun- 
ger within himself. He only hoped that 
father didn’t notice the few unguarded mo- 
ments when his mind wandered from the 
fertile land. 

Suddenly his father, riding beside him 
one day, turned in the saddle and faced his 
son. “A boy who simply must read, must 
read.” John was startled. “I am going to let 
you go away to school,” Mr. Eliot went on. 

John grinned joyfully and swung the 
horse around toward home, almost before he 
breathed. His father raced along behind him. 
“He wants to see mother’s face when I tell 
her,” he thought tenderly. A boy was lucky 
to have such a good father. 

His mother flipped a tear or two away, 
though she went on frying potato cakes. 
Then John watched her as the quick tears 
gave way to a smile. He watched her as she 
tried to keep that smile from looking too 
triumphant. It was 1619, and he was fif- 
teen. “She has dreamed that dream for fif- 
teen years,” John thought. He was almost as 
glad for her as for himself. 

One more day and then another were 
spent riding with his father. “Horses and 
land seem far from books to you now, son,” 
Mr. Eliot said softly. “But believe me when 
I tell you that not a thing is ever wasted. I 
do not know how or where—but I do know 
that someday you will be glad that you had 
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time for your old father and his constant 
riding over his property.” 

John grinned. “My old father indeed,” 
he chuckled. It was a fine sight to see Mr. 
Eliot so tall in his saddle. Then John grew 
serious. “You are old in wisdom, I am sure, 
even if you are younger in years than you 
claim,” he said finally. “I know that all the 
love and care and the training that you have 
given me will bring a good harvest some- 
day.” 

His father snorted. “You talk like a 
schoolmaster already.” But John could see 
that he was pleased. 

The quick packing was done almost be- 
fore John knew it. As he started off to col- 
lege he thanked his parents. “Both of you 
are sending me to school,” he said. 

“One with a dream,” his mother smiled. 

“And one with the money for your tui- 
tion,” his father grinned wryly. 

John looked at his parents and at his 
brothers and sisters. He told them, all the 
bigger children, to keep up with their read- 
ing. Then he almost ran out the door. He 
was to ride his horse part of the way and 
then let it come back alone. Now he heel- 
kicked its flanks and did not turn in the sad- 
dle to wave until he was sure they couldn't 
see that he was crying. 

But long before it was time to send the 
horse back home, John was singing. The 
whole world lay ahead of him. Schooling 
with books would show him how to look 
into that world. He chuckled to himself. “It 
would be a funny thing if I chose a part of 
the world for planting, after all,” he said. 
But he felt sure that he really wouldn't. 

How little he knew of his own future! 
As he walked along the narrow streets of 
Cambridge, John was too awed to sing. His 
heart seemed to beat against his ribs as if it 
intended to break right through them. Down 

















a narrow passageway he came to a turn. 
And there before him stood Jesus College, 
where he was to study for the next several 
years. 

Suddenly his hands reached for his knap- 
sack. His fingers felt for his Bible. He re- 
membered that his mother had been quite 
sure that this Book had guided her to her 
dream. “Thank You, Father,’ he prayed 
softly. “Make me worthy of her dream. And 
if You really have a plan for me, let me be 
worthy of that, too.” 

The River Cam flowed softly. The farm- 
ers set up their carts in the town square 
and called out the kinds of produce they 
had for sale. Spires of many churches dotted 
the town. 

“Some of them are hundreds of years old,” 
John thought, awed again. “I wish my 
mother could see them.” 

In just a short time he had settled down 
to a heavy schedule of study. And though 
he studied hard, the river and the market 
place and the churches became as familiar 
to him as his own home county of Essex. In 
fact, it was hard to remember sometimes 
that he had ever lived anywhere but in this 
lovely town. 

One term passed and then another. Of 
all the things that he liked to study, classics 
were his favorites. Yet he was carried away 
by words and their meanings. He had been 
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“Now take an apple,” a farmer mocked and flung the 
rotten fruit at the preacher. John watched alarmed. 


in Cambridge for more than two years 
when he had a funny experience over a 
grammar book. 

Perched on the window seat, he had been 
busy reading the book most of the morning. 
It had happened to be a Greek grammar, al- 
though it might just as well have been a He- 
brew one. “We are going for a long hike 
along the Cam,” one of his schoolmates 
called to him. “Come with us, John.” 

Without even thinking how it would 
sound, or intending to be stuffy, John an- 
swered promptly, “Oh, I couldn't go today. 
I have this fascinating book to finish and 





One of the boys caught up the book and 
let out a whoop. “A fascinating book, in- 
deed, fellows!” he shouted. “Our John is 
busy reading a GRAMMAR!” John had 
laughed then. And he still chuckled when 
he remembered how shocked the boys had 
been. Yet their laughter did not change 
him. He still thought that grammars were 
fascinating books. 

His full nine terms in residence com- 
pleted, John Eliot was awarded a B.A. de- 
gree. “Now,” he said calmly, “I can be a 
first-class schoolmaster.” 

The people in the country towns were 
the ones that interested John most. He had 
been dickering for a school even before he 
got his degree. Now he chose the elemen- 
tary school in Little Baddow, a spot in his 
own Essex. “What a great world it is,” he 
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said comfortably. “A whole lifetime ahead 
of me just for reading and teaching.” And 
he was quite sure how he would go about 
making folks hungry for knowledge. 

It was 1622, and he felt as if he had 
crammed enough facts into his skull to last 
until 1722. The little school was all he had 
dreamed it would be. At eighteen, he was 
tall and slender. He tried to look thirty and 
impressive, as well. 

The streets of Little Baddow were not so 
narrow or winding as the streets of Cam- 
bridge. But there was a market place. Some- 
how a market place always made him feel 
at home. It was a place for selling fruits and 
vegetables that had been grown on the land. 
And though he didn’t want to be a part of 
the land, it kept his love for his father warm 
to see the farmers coming into town. 

There weren’t many churches in Little 
Baddow and none of them were.as old as 
those in Cambridge. But John chose a church 
and attended faithfully. He read his Bible 
every morning and evening, just as he had 
always done. He couldn’t see how his life 
could be better. 
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Then one day he saw something in the 
market place that was so startling it made 
him shiver. A tall gaunt man, garbed in a 
dark suit and a somber hat, was talking to 
the farmers. His words were impassioned 
and his voice shook with fervor. 

“Your religion has become a matter of 
form,” the man was saying. “You go to 
church, you carfry your prayer books—but 
you don’t carry anything away with you 
from the service.” His eyes were snapping, 
though his voice was not angry, only deeply 
sincere. 

John had not heard the beginning of his 
talk, but he didn’t really need to. It was easy 
enough to understand what the tall fellow 
was driving at. There had been much talk 
that the church was fast becoming more 
ritualistic than religious. Now he stood and 
listened as if he couldn’t move if he had 
wanted to. 

“The love of God and the love of your fel- 
low man should be a part of your everyday 
living,” the man went on. “You go to 
church on Sunday and then you begin the 

To page 22 











CYGNET 


the Little Blue Swan 


By PHYLLIS B. MATZ 


[F: ON your next trip, you look for a swan’s 
nest, you will be most likely to find one 
on the bank of a pond or on an island in a 
pond. If a while ago you had found the nest 
two swans called home, you would have seen 
five greenish eggs lying in it. One of them 
later became Cygnet. 

Father Cob and Mother Pen, the adult 
birds, had brought twigs, bits of root, and 
reeds for their babies’ cradle. They lined the 
nest with leaves and soft grasses. Neither of 
them was fussy about housekeeping, but 
both were careful to choose just the right 
spot for the nursery. They built the nest on 
a flat-topped mound two feet high near the 
reed-edged willow pond. Not far off flowed 
a stream where baby swans could learn to 
pick up food from the surface. A waterfall 
was far enough downstream so that the lit- 
tle ones ought not to get caught in the cur- 
rent before they grew into strong swimmers. 

For five weeks Mother Pen kept the 
eggs warm, turning them often, while Father 





Little blue Cygnet after she grew up. 


Cob guarded the nest. Then one day the eggs 
began to hatch. 

Little Cygnet pecked a hole in the shell. 
Soon she was able to hop out into a new 
world of light, and snuggle under Mother 
Pen to dry off her dark, bluish-gray plumage. 
As soon as her back and wings felt fluffy, 
she looked around for adventure, bright- 
eyed and curious. 

She saw mother already leading the way 
to the water and heard Father Cob’s coaxing 
call. You might think a baby bird would be 
afraid of water, but Cygnet was born to 
love swimming. She followed her mother 
and jumped into the pond with her brothers 
and sisters, full of joy. It was such fun to 
feel the smooth water under her, and to 
glide back and forth on it. When she was 
tired, she climbed on mother’s back for a 
ride, and rested in the soft feathers. 

During her babyhood, little Cygnet had 
a lead-colored bill and always wore bluish- 
gtay feathers. How she longed to grow up 
and be pretty in a white party dress like 
mother’s! She watched mother coast over 
the water, arching her long white neck as 
she searched with her reddish-yellow bill 
for food on the bottom of the stream. 

Cygnet hoped someday she would wear a 
black mask as mother did, reaching back to 
her eyes and down to the edge of her mouth. 
How pretty it was! 

After twelve days, Cygnet no longer 
stayed in the nest, but slept on the ground 
beside her parents :nd the other babies. 

At first, mother fed her seeds, roots of 
water plants, and weeds that she brought 
up from the depths. She used the strainer 
along the edges of her bill to let the water 


To page i9 
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JESUS BEATS SATAN 
Poetry Award 


By PAM FREEMAN, Age 10 
Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario, Canada 


Satan is an awful man, 

He thinks he is so smart. 
Taking you from Jesus, 

And getting in your heart. 


But if you keep the door shut, 
Tell Satan, "Don't come in!" 

Jesus will come into your heart 
And save you all from sin. 











MOTHER AND COLT 
First Art Award 


By MARY MORRIS, Age 13 
Madison, Tennessee 
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JUST KINDLINESS 


True-Story Award 
By CANDACE McFEELY, Age 11 


Fresno, California 


It was a nice sunny day when Jane got a 
darling little puppy from her father. Jane’s 
best girl friend, May, had always wanted a 
pup, but her parents said that they couldn’t 
afford to keep one. When May saw Jane get 
the new puppy, she was very jealous. 

Instead of being nice and wanting to 
hold it, she blew up at Jane, then ran home 
before Jane had a chance to say a word. But 
Jane knew why she felt that way. She was 
not really angry, just hurt because her best 
friend got a puppy and she didn’t. 

Instead of being annoyed, Jane called 
May’s mother up and asked her if May could 
come over so the two girls could go to a 
program together. 

May’s mother said that of course she could. 

A half hour later May rang the doorbell. 
When Jane opened the door, May blurted 
out, “Oh, Jane, I’m so sorry about today and 
I feel so ashamed of myself!” 

Jane was glad it had turned out this way. 
A little bit of kindness had saved their long- 
lasting friendship. 


PRAYING WITH JESUS 
First Poetry Award 
By ROBERT BOEHM, Age 11 


Rabaul, New Guinea 


Down by the river | love to pray, 
With Jesus at the close of day. 

I thank Him for the flowers He made, 
And for the moss that grows in the glade. 
| thank Him for the birds that sing, 
And most of all for our heavenly King. 











ANGELS SAVED OUR CAR 


First True-Story Award 
By DIANE VOTH, Age 11 


Honolulu, Hawaii 


After a program one Saturday night our 
family went to our car and got inside, and 
daddy tried to start the motor. Oh, how he 
ried! But the motor wouldn’t start. So, after 

few minutes of trying and thinking, he de- 
cided to take us home on the bus. 

(The bus was out to take the students to 
the dormitory since this was a boarding 
school. ) 

We were glad to get home and soon were 
fast asleep in bed. 

When we got up the next morning we 
were as happy as usual, just as if nothing had 
happened. We had a good breakfast. 

But right in the middle of our breakfast 
we heard the fire bell ring, and someone came 
to our door and said that our garage was on 
fire. When we got there and saw where it 
had burned we were terrified. (By this time 
the fire was out.) It was on the right, beside 
the place where the gas tank of the car would 
have been. 

The interesting part is that when daddy 
went to fix the car it worked perfectly. 

Now when we think back we are very 
thankful that God sent His angels to stop 
our motor. 


GOD’S GIFTS 
First Poetry Award 


By GLENDA ELAINE KOHLER, Age 12 
Palatka, Florida 


Sometimes | wish | lived up north, 
Instead of way down south, 

Then | could see some pure white snow, 
And hear God's breezes blow. 


God sends the sun so warm down south, 
It shines through most the year; 

But some days are so cold and blue 
We sometimes catch the flu. 


God gives His gift of snow up north, 
His gift of sun down south, 

But God's best gift to all the world, 
Is His great gift of love. 





BEAR IN A TREE 


Photography Award 


By JULIANE PATTERSEN, Age 12 
Berrien Springs, Michigan 


IN THE BEGINNING 
First Poetry Award 
By JAY JEYS, Age 12 


Livermore, California 


At first the earth was without form, 
There was no sun its face to warm, 
There were no fish out in the sea, 
There were no little boys like me. 


So God called forth the light and air, 
To start out His creation fair; 

And next He said, “I'll make the ground, 
With valleys and with hills around." 


And then He made the plants and sun; 
The moon, the fish, He made each one. 
He also made the birds to fly 
Across the lovely summer sky. 


The animals He made with care, 
Then Adam, and his wife so fair, 
And on the seventh day did rest, 
He hallowed it and made it blessed. 
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MYSTERIOUS BALL O 





The church in the background is the same building 
to which the ball of fire told the woman to come. 


| sw ball of fire bounced along the trail, 
went in through the front door of the 
Adventist church, then rolled down the aisle 
and under a table in front of the preacher. 
There, suddenly, it disappeared. 

As a result, a woman gave her heart to 
God. 

To understand what this was all about, you 
should first know something about the 
church where it happened. 

I visited this church one Sabbath morning, 
and I had to walk three hours to get there, 
for it is located in the little village of Santa 
Ana, high in the mountains of Guatemala. 
Our path wound up a wooded canyon be- 
side a rushing stream. The little building 
with its whitewashed adobe-mud walls and 
tile roof stood in a cornfield on a hillside 
with the mud huts of the Indians scattered 
around it. 

A diminutive Indian woman was teaching 
the children as they sat outdoors in the sun- 
shine. She was wearing a tight wrap-around 
skirt of homespun material, a blouse richly 
embroidered in yarn, and pulled tightly 
around her shoulders, a rebozo, or shawl, 
woven of soft yarn in stripes of blue, purple, 
and green. Her hair was braided with rib- 
bons and wound around her head and tied 
in front in a curious knot of hair and cloth. 
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At her feet played a baby girl whom she 
had taken from the shelter of the shawl on 
her back and placed on the ground. The 
teacher was the child’s mother, but she was 
no larger than many a twelve-year-old in the 
United States, and her feet were so small 
that I wondered whether they wouldn't fit 
an eight-year-old at home. She was smiling 
and singing, and when we talked to the 
children she quickly translated our Spanish 
into their native Indian dialect. 

When we entered the church we saw at 
once that all the men were sitting on one 
side and all the women and children on the 
other. There was no help from the fathers 
in taking care of these children. The men 
wore black American-style suits, but the 
women wore bright hand-woven costumes 
just like that of the little teacher we had seen 
outdoors. When we looked up we saw paper 
streamers decorating the room, and under our 
feet were pine needles, making a soft, fra- 
grant carpet. 

The minister who had guided us to this 
isolated church was a very small man, born 
in the mountain country of Guatemala and 
educated in the capital city. He preached to 
the people in their own dialect instead of in 
Spanish, the language of the country. 

After church he told us about some of 
the members. “That girl is named Ellen G. 
White and that boy is James White,” he 
smiled, pointing. “The church elder used to 
be a witch doctor, and almost all of the mem- 
bers have at one time practiced or believed 
in black magic.” 

Later, as we were walking back along the 
mountain, he asked, “Did you notice the 
old woman who greeted me so warmly at 
the door? She was once possessed of many 


‘evil spirits.” Then he told us her story. 


Listen! 
“That’s the man! That’s the man!” a wild- 
eyed Indian woman shouted as she stood in 











OF FIRE 


the church doorway and pointed to the min- 
ister. “I saw the ball of fire come here. It 
stopped under that table in front of him.” 
One of the deacons hurried to her side 
and finally persuaded her to go in and sit 
down and listen to the rest of the sermon. 
Pastor Tahay, who was preaching, remem- 
bered that he had seen her once before in a 
church service when she was very drunk. 
After the meeting the woman said to him, 
“IT am full of evil spirits. There are many 
of them inside of me. I want you to pray for 


me. 


The ball of fire bounced 


The little minister asked the deacons and 
the deaconesses to stay for special prayer. 

“Take care of the baby,” he told one of 
the women. “We don’t know what might 
happen.” The deaconess took the little one 
out of the shawl on the mother’s back. 

“Kneel on either side of her,” Pastor Tahay 
told two other women. 

“Kneel on the ends next to the women,” 
he told two deacons. 

Then he himself knelt down in front of 
the woman and began to pray earnestly that 
she be freed from the evil spirits who had 
possession of her. While he was praying he 
heard the woman sigh and ‘groan, then he 
felt a rush of air go past his face; but he 
didn’t open his eyes to what was happening. 
When all was quiet he ended the prayer and 
looked at the woman. She was lying on the 
floor unconscious, her hands twisted in 
agony, and her whole body bent in a strange, 
stiff contortion. 

“We must pray some more,” he decided. 
“She looks as if she might die the way she 
is now.” So he kept on praying. He had her 
hand in his, and it seemed to him that her 
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along the trail toward the Adventist church. 
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fingers were made of iron as they dug into 
his flesh. But finally they relaxed, and he 
realized that the woman was sitting up. He 
opened his eyes and saw her weak and ex- 
hausted, but at peace. 

“They have left me,” she sighed. “Oh, I 
thank you so much.” 

The women hastened to get her a little 





THE FEATHERED CHORUS 


By FLORENCE A. RENNER 


One morning very early 
Before the sun was up, 

When dewy beads hung heavy 
On rose and buttercup, 

1 heard the woodland ringing 
With lilting melodies, 

As vibrant voices mingled 
In the choir-loft of the trees. 


Prim bluebirds led the number, 
As mockingbirds stood by 

To emphasize each warble 
With echoing reply. 

Then robins joined with house wrens 
To swell the joyous lay, 

And my gladdened heart kept singing 
Throughout the merry day. 
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warm milk to drink and her baby returned. 

“How did you happen to come here to- 
night?” the minister asked her. 

“Well, I was working in my kitchen when 
all of a sudden I saw a ball of fire. It came 
right into my kitchen and then started 
across the street. It talked to me, too, and 
told me to follow it, because a man was 
preaching things that would help me. As I 
went across the street it bounced along 
ahead of me and came right into this room 
and disappeared under the table in front 
of you.” 
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A ball of fire is a common apparition 
among the superstitious Indians of Guate- 
mala, and it would seem that this time God 
used one to guide a poor woman, possessed 
of evil spirits, to our minister friend, who 
with God’s power freed her from their 
slavery. 


Attack at the Water Hole 
From page 5 


thought the whites had more ammunition 
than they did and finally left them alone. 

Relieved at last from the redskins, the 
party faced the hunger, thirst, and heat of 
the desert. No more desperate men ever 
walked the face of North America than 
these explorers and trappers. One of their 
number was wounded, and they had to rest 
him by some brackish pool during the day 
while the others sought shade beneath an 
overhanging cliff or rock. 

They stumbled across the wasteland dur- 
ing the night, never knowing where the 
next water hole might be. Sometimes 
they wandered far from their course and 
had to retrace their steps. Yet on and on 
they went, for eight weary days. On the 
ninth they came to the other side of the 
desert toward California and found refuge 
with a friendly Indian tribe, that outfitted 
Smith’s men with goods and provided horses 
so they could finish their journey. 

Undaunted by this adventure with the 
Mohaves and the misfortune of crossing the 
desert without proper equipment or food, 
Smith made his way, after several delays 
and hardships in California, toward the 
Northwest. His constant battle with the ele- 
ments, his struggle to keep from being 
killed by hostile Indians who attacked his 
party many times after the experience on 
the Colorado, and the long weary days of toil 
over unfamiliar country, never discouraged 
him. His heart was always strong and sure. 
He loved adventure, and with a firm re- 
liance on God he kept himself from the 
vices of the common man living at ease in 
civilization. No weak city life for him! 
Jedediah Smith had dedicated his life to 
the outdoors and to the adventures of find- 
ing and exploring new land. Although he 
could have retired with a good bank ac- 
count at an early age, he chose instead to 
continue exploring. His was not the life of 

To page 18 














A trick that backfired! 


Gunman on the Loose! 


CR-ATCH, scr-atch came the sound of 

fingernails being drawn across the win- 
dow screen. Aunt Lois jumped. “Curt! You 
frightened me!” she exclaimed with a re- 
proachful look in her eyes. 

Curt laughed. It was so much fun. to see 
auntie jump. He knew she didn’t like the 
city, and particularly the part of town in 
which she lived. No one could blame her. 
The railroad tracks were only half a block 
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Lenny’s heart almost stopped. What was THAT? 


By BETTY SHELDON 


away, and a colony of undesirable men lived 
beside them under the palm trees. 

Aunt Lois gradually got used to Curt’s 
fingernail scraping, and didn’t jump very 
often any more, so Curt tried the spine- 
chilling stunt on the principal’s windows 
next door. He thought it would be even 
more exciting to see that learned gentleman 
jump! 

“You are going to pull this trick once too 
often,” Aunt Lois warned. But Curt thought 
his auntie said that because she didn’t think 
it was polite to tease the neighbors. 

Two houses up the street lived Curt’s 
buddy, Lenny. The two boys all but lived 
together, and even tried to dress alike. One 
or the other would telephone first thing in 
the morning to find out what clothes they 
would wear to school that day. It was noth- 
ing unusual for them to pelt each other's 
roofs with gravel or marbles just to break 
the boredom. 

Lenny, perhaps, had more opportunity to 
be bored than Curt. His father was a truck 
driver, and his mother worked at a restau- 
rant in the evenings, leaving him to take 
care of his little brother, Denny. 

Although Lenny was fifteen and con- 
sidered himself quite a man, he had to ad- 
mit that a few goose bumps hopped about 
his spine whenever he was alone at night. 

This particular night was no exception. 
Little brother Denny was asleep in his bed. 
The only sound that broke the stillness was 
the restless flapping of the venetian blinds, 
being pushed about by a playful breeze. 
Lenny fidgeted. Thoughts of recent events 
flooded his mind. He remembered that tall 
man Mrs. Williams found crouched on her 
service porch not long ago. 


“Oh, this dreadful quiet,” he said out loud. 
“I'd better turn on the radio and get my 
mind onto something else.” 
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PEN PALS 


Karen Jacobson, age 11. P.O. Box 610, Williams 
Lake, British Columbia, Canada. Reading, biking, 
ice skating, stamps. 

Evelyn Thompson, 1535 A Street, Napa, California, 
U.S.A. Swimming, skiing, tennis, reading, music, 
sports, animals, tumbling. Wants to be a doctor. 

Elisabeth Bilyeu, age 11. Box 324, Harper, Wash- 
ington, U.S.A. Reading, singing, coins, stamps, cook- 
ing. 

Wilma Ringering, age 11. Route 3, Box 792, Ore- 
gon City, Oregon, U.S.A. Riding horses, stamps, 
photos, sports, art. 

Mary Patricia Player, age 14. 10 Maxwell Avenue, 
Sumter, South Carolina, U.S.A. Cooking, reading, 
sports, clarinet in the school band. 

Sharon Phelps, age 12. Route 1, Box 606, Oregon 
City, Oregon, U.S.A. Photos, piano, sports, artificial 
flowers. 

Teresa May, age 12. Natal, British Columbia, 
Canada. Figure skating, swimming, photos, sewing, 
cooking. 

Janet M. Quaile, age 15. R.D. 4, Blue Creek Road, 
c/o Bruce Borgersen, Cortland, New York, U.S.A. 
Reading, hiking, oil painting. 

Dawn S. Peasley, age 13. 15 North Street, c/o 
Mrs. C. Luss, Dryden, New York, U.S.A. Piano, read- 
ing, biking, skating. 





Neal Rosenquist, age 12. Lupton, Michigan, U.S.A. 
Baseball, stamps, basketball, coins. 

Frank Maas, age 14. 630 Crestview Avenue, Idaho 
Falls, Idaho, U.S.A. Radio, electronics, swimming, 
water skiing, camping. 

Kenny Koh, 115 Serangoon Garden Way, Singa- 
pore 19, State of Singapore. Model making, biking, 
swimming, fishing. 

Steven Jones, 13870 Pike Road, Saratoga, Cali- 
fornia, U.S.A. Stamps, coins, insects, photographs, 
weather study, post cards, autographs. 

Sharon E. Maas, age 10. 630 Crestview Aven 
Idaho Falls, Idaho, U.S.A. Swimming, riding hors 
ice skating, cooking. 





Gaylen Mills, age 12. 5695 Caruolth Street, Lang- ' 
ley, British Columbia, Canada. Biking, swimming, 
hiking. s 


Wanda Melton, age 11. P.O. Box 818, Weaver- 
ville, California, U.S.A. Piano, baby-sitting, outdoor 
sports. 

Marilyn Arlene Anibal, age 11. 900 H Street, The 
Dalles, Oregon, U.S.A. Piano, biking, riding horses, 
reading. 

David Tweneboah, age 15. P.O. Box 45, Bekwai, ; 
Ashanti, Ghana, Africa. Reading, photos, post cards, 
poems, stamps. s 

Priscilla Whitney, age 14. East Charlton Road, I 
Spencer, Massachusetts, U.S.A. 

Linda Spaulding, age 10. 1401 Lathrop Street, Fair- 
banks, Alaska, U.S.A. Stamps, drawing. ‘ 
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Idly he turned the knob. “There will be a 
slight break in the program, for a very im- 
portant announcement,” a voice said. “Will 
the people in the vicinity of Redembo 
Park be on the lookout for a gunman and 
report anything unusual to the sheriff at 
once. A gunman attacked a young girl a 
few minutes ago in the park. The police 
rescued the girl, but the gunman escaped. 
Thank you for your attention.” 

“That's small comfort,” Lenny moaned as 
he took a seat closer to the telephone. The 
flapping of the blinds seemed louder now. 
A gust of wind rattled the back door. 

Suddenly Lenny felt his heart almost stop! 
What was that? 

He listened. Scr-atch—scr-atch on the 
window screen, then a peculiar thumping 
and bumping at the front door. Lenny’s 
heart pounded so hard he felt as if it would 
jump out of his chest. With clammy fingers 
he reached for the telephone. Should he 
call the sheriff? The noises continued, 
growing louder. It must be the gunman! He 
feared to look out the window lest he be 
shot. Quickly he dialed the sheriff's number 
from the emergency list his mother always 
kept handy. “This is Lenny Martin, at 
347 North Grape Arbor Drive. Please, come 
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quick! I think the gunman is on my front I 
porch. At least there is a terrible commo- 

tion out there.” His voice shook and he F 
couldn’t control it. 

“Thank you,” a voice on the other end of 
the line replied. “We'll be right out.” 

The scraping and banging continued. 
Since calling the sheriff, Lenny felt more 
courageous. Maybe he had better take a peek 
to see what was out there. Cautiously he 
peered through the slats of the blind. 

Just then the door flew open. In ran Curt 
and his friend Dallas. They were the ones t 
who had been making the noises. 

“Oh, you jokers!” Lenny groaned. “Why I 
didn’t you knock like civilized people. 

You're really in for it now! I called the / 
sheriff!” ' 

“Ha, ha, you’re fooling!” Curt cried. i 

“No, I'm not. A few minutes ago they. as 
announced over the radio that a gunman is 

on the loose in our neighborhood. It was | 
enough to scare me; then you fellows started 

your racket. I thought surely it must be the 

gunman, so I called the sheriff.” 

“Well, don’t just stand there!” Curt’s face 7 
grew pale. “Call them up quick and tell h 
them not to come!” 

Lenny grabbed the telephone off the hook 
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and dialed the fateful number again. “This 
is Lenny Martin, at 347 North Grape Arbor 
Drive. Please, don’t come! I’m sorry, it was 
a false alarm. I found out it was only some 
of my friends that were making the noise.” 
Pause. “Thank you.” Lenny’s voice sounded 
weak. : 

“What did they say?” Dallas wanted to 
know. 

“Sorry, but they are already on their 


y. 

“Oh, no!” both boys groaned. “What will 
they do to us?” 

“Guess we'll have to wait and see!” Lenny 
said grimly. 

Presently, not one, but two cars from the 
sheriff's office drove into the yard. Four of- 
ficers stepped briskly into the house with- 
out knocking. 

“What's the trouble here?” one of them 
demanded. 

The boys all tried to talk at once. “Please, 
sir, it’s our fault,’ Curt and Dallas stam- 
mered. “We thought we'd have some fun 
with Lenny, here. We didn’t know there was 
a gunman on the loose. We're awfully sorry, 
sir!” 

“I'm sorry,” Lenny managed. “I should 
have looked before I called you, but I guess 
I was too frightened.” 

The sheriff's face broke into an amused 
grin. “That’s all right, Lenny. You did the 
right thing to call us. Whenever you need 
us, give us a ring. We'll be at your service.” 

Wearily, Mrs. Martin turned her car onto 
North Grape Arbor Drive. Then suddenly 
she quickened her speed. “Something is 
wrong—oh, what has happened?” she 
gasped. She had caught sight of the sheriff's 
cars in her driveway! 

Running up the steps, she flung open 
the door. “What's all this?” she cried. 

While two very red-faced boys tried to ex- 
plain, the officers smiled and departed. 

“Say, did I ever feel foolish!” Curt told 
Aunt Lois that night. 

Auntie only looked very wise. 





A Tiger in the Sabbath School 
Offering 


From page 3 


An hour before the sun went down 
Thara John was in the tree with his gun in 
his hands and two or three extra cartridges 
in his pocket. As he waited he prayed again, 


“Please, Lord, help me shoot this tiger. I'll 
give half the royalty to the Investment 
Fund.” 

“Please, Lord . . .” 

“Please, Lord...” 

The minutes sped by. The sun was low. 
The shadows were long. Suddenly Thara 
John’s ears caught the crunch of dry leaves 
in the jungle nearby. “Please, Lord,” he 
breathed. 

“Please, Lord, help me.” 

There it was! He could see the tiger’s 
head! He dared not move. Only the gentle 
crunch of the leaves could be heard as the 
great animal walked stealthily toward his 
supper. For a moment the tiger sniffed the 
dead buffalo, then lifted his head and sniffed 
the air around. 

Thara John held his breath. He was an ex- 
perienced hunter and knew that the tiger 
was so alert just now to any noise or move- 
ment that if he attempted to shoot, the 
beast would hear and run before he could 
pull the trigger. He must wait until the 
tiger began to eat. So he waited, motionless, 
and as he waited he prayed, “Please, Lord.” 

But what was that? There were sounds of 
more crunching leaves. Slowly Thara John 
turned his head. And there was tiger No. 
2! He held his breath and changed his 
prayer. “Please, Lord, help me shoot two 
tigers. I'll give half of both of the royalties 
to the Investment Fund.” 

The two tigers stood over the carcass of 
the dead buffalo, teeth bared, sniffing and 
quietly snarling at each other. 

“Please, Lord,” breathed Thara John, 
“help me shoot two tigers.” 

“Please, Lord i 

What? Unbelievable! There were sounds 
of more crunching leaves, and a third tiger 
came to supper. Thara John changed his 
prayer once more. “Please, Lord, help me 
shoot three tigers—three tigers, Lord, help 
me.” 

In a few moments the three tigers, having 
satisfied themselves that all was well, set to 
eating, biting, tearing, snarling, snatching. 
What a sight that was! 

It was not yet dark. Carefully Thara John 
aimed at tiger No. 1 and, praying, “Lord, 
help me shoot three tigers,” pulled the trig- 
ger. 

“Bang!” and tiger No. 1 was shot right 
through the heart. He slumped motionless 
over the dead buffalo. 


Again Thara John took careful aim and 
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WRITE OR DRAW FOR 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 


AND WIN AN AWARD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

STORIES should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. Keep them 
short. 

POEMS should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

DRAWINGS should be on stiff paper or 
poster board. They may be drawn in black 
pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
or water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink, as these don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on coquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

PHOTOGRAPHS will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 21%” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
Is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." This means too that a poem or 
story must not be written from memory. 


The best, original contributions will win 
awards. “First awards" of $2.00 are offered 
in each of the four categories—stories, 
poems, drawings, photographs, And “awards" 
of $1.00 will also be given, depending on how 
much space is available. 

Send your contribution to Lawrence Max- 
well, Junior Guide, Washington 12, D.C. 
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still praying, “Lord, help me shoot three 
tigers,” pulled the trigger the second time. 

“Bang!” and tiger No. 2 was killed, but it 
thrashed around so much that by the time 
Thara John had reloaded his gun, tiger No. 
3 had run away. 

There was great rejoicing in the village 
that night. The tigers were skinned, and 
the skins were stretched out to dry. In a few 
weeks some of the men carried the two skins 
to the government headquarters, abo 
forty miles away. The government office 
cut a two-inch square out of the head be- 
tween the ears and gave the men Rs 30 roy- 
alty for each skin. The next Sabbath Thara 
John put Rs 30 into the Investment Offering! 

Of course, not everybody can put a tiger 
into the Investment Fund, but surely every- 
body can find something to put in. Look 
around you and pray, as Thara John did, 
and you will find junk, newspapers, pop bot- 
tles, labels, or something else that can be 
turned into money for the Sabbath school 
Investment Fund. 


Attack at the Water Hole 
From page 14 


retirement or ease. He was a brave path- 


finder. 


In his last expedition into the Southwest 
he again found himself in trouble. He had 
attempted a short-cut route to the Cimarron 
River, but found himself alone with his 
men in desperate, waterless country. The 
party scattered in all directions, looking for 
some source of moisture, and it was then 
that Smith came to the end of the trail. 


Thirst had taken from him some of his 
ordinary caution, and while kneeling to dig 
in the sand in a dry stream bed, he did 
not notice a band of Comanche Indians si- 
lently creeping up on him. The little hole 
he had dug slowly filled with water. As he 
put down his mouth to drink, the Indians 
surrounded him, and in the next few min- 
utes the curtain dropped on the drama of 
one of the chief of America’s mountain men. 

Jedediah Strong Smith died May 27, 
1831. But in the six short years that he had 
walked the Western expanses, this wide- 
eyed man of keen discernment and courage 
had crossed and recrossed the American 
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West from the upper Missouri River to the 
Platte, and from the Columbia to the Colo- 
rado and to the Pacific Ocean. He was al- 
ways on the lookout for information and ob- 
serving carefully everything he saw. This 
great American lives in the hearts of all who 
appreciate the courage of men who never 
falter under difficulty or complain when the 


hallenge to all who call themselves Path- 
ders today. 


6: is rough. His life is an inspiration and 


Cygnet the Little Blue Swan 
From page 9 


drain out while she kept the food inside for 
the little ones. As a special treat, she gave 
the babies larvae, snails, and sometimes 
fish spawn. Quickly Cygnet learned to eat 
from the surface of the water without help 
from mother. 

Then one day she saw a four-legged animal 
swimming toward her. It was a dog. With 
his black fur and shaggy ears he certainly 
looked dangerous. Cygnet watched Father 
Cob fly back and forth over him, then sweep 
down and grab him with his strong bill. How 
the dog struggled to get away! But father 
held him under water and shook him till he 
almost drowned. At last the black creature 
fought himself loose and swam to the bank. 
Cygnet knew he’d never come again. 

Each hour now was a delight, for the 
young swan went every day with her family 
to the stream. It was a much larger world 
than the willow pond, full of interesting food 
and surprises. 

One day she saw another good swimmer 
—a small duck, not much larger than she 
was. While mother and father were busy 
fishing, Cygnet followed it downstream. She 
bounced up and down as she trailed the wood 


rushed faster. She saw the wood duck circle 
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back past her, dipping and tossing. Then it 
was gone. She was alone—in a whirlpool! 
If only mother and father would come! 
The water swirled still faster, beating, 
pushing her this way and that. It swept her 
along, forcing her on. She struggled in the 
dashing spray, but the waves spun her 
around. She felt herself pitched over a water- 
fall and hurled back and forth in the flying 
water. Down, down she twisted through the 





On Christ's Team 


April 

9. 1 Tim. 4:10 Christ, the Saviour of all men 
10. 1 Tim. 4:12 — Let no man despise thy youth 
11. Matt.5:16 — Let your light so shine before men 
12. Ps. 30:10 Be Thou my helper 
13. Jer. 29:13 Search for Me with all your heart 
14. Ps. 22:4 Our fathers trusted in God 


15. Prov. 20:11 Acchild is known by his doings 





broken, sharp-edged rocks, till breathless and 
stunned, she fell into a deep trout pool. 

How glad she was to rest in this quiet 
place! Her eyes closed peacefully. Then she 
heard a familiar sound, “Kirr! Kirr!” 

She looked around and saw Father Cob 
coming toward her, and her heart thrilled as 
she answered faintly, “Peep! Peep!” 

Father led her out of the trout pool onto 
the bank, and they rested again. Finally they 
walked back upstream. It was hard going 
and slow, for neither father nor she liked 
walking. Their legs were far back under 
their bodies so that walking was much more 
awkward than swimming. Yet step by step 
Cygnet pushed along until she left the 
tumbling water far behind. At last she saw 
father wiggle his tail and slip from the bank 
into the stream again. Cygnet followed and 
found herself at home once more with her 
family in her own quiet willow pond. She 
snuggled against mother’s white-feathered 
breast, happier than she’d ever been. 

After her swim over the waterfall, Cygnet 
grew up fast. At the end of four and a half 
months she had a full set of feathers and 
could fly well. He feathers were still gray- 
blue instead of white, but by next summer— 
after she moulted—mother said she would 
have a white party dress just like hers. 

To the swan family this change seemed 
the most natural thing in the world, but to 
us, the growing up of the little blue cygnet 
into a graceful, white swan is one of the 
most beautiful wonders in all God’s nature 
world. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the second quarter: "They Followed the Lord" (Stories of Conversions) 


[11—The Proud Emperor 
Who Bowed to the King of Kings 


(April 15) 


Memory VERSE: “I thought it good to shew 
the signs and wonders that the high God hath 
wrought toward me” (Daniel 4:2). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the dream that foretold the 
humbling of Nebuchadnezzar and of his re- 
covery and conversion. You will find it in Daniel 
4:4-17. Read the memory verse several times. 
Find out who. spoke these words. What do they 
show us about Nebuchadnezzar? 


SUNDAY 


Nebuchadnezzar’s Lost Opportunities 
Open your Bible to Daniel 2 and 3. 


When the great and powerful King Nebuchad- 
nezzar, who ruled over the richest nation the 
world has ever seen, ordered that the four 
Hebrew captives—Daniel, Shadrach, Meshach, 
and Abednego—have special training for high 
offices in his empire, it was his intention to win 
them over gradually to the heathen religion of 
Babylon. : 

God’s purpose, however, was for these youth 
to be used to win Nebuchadnezzar to the king- 
dom of God, and the book of Daniel tells us how 
successfully this plan was carried out. From 
the very beginning the young Hebrew boys 
showed that a great power was at work in their 
lives that would not let them swerve from the 
teachings of the God they had been brought 
up to serve. 

They began their witness by showing that 
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healthful living is part of God’s plan for His 
people, and they refused the rich meats and 
wines offered them. 

When the king dreamed of a great image 
with a head of gold, which none of his wise 
men could give an interpretation of, Daniel 
alone was able to relate the dream and its 
meaning. Read how this revelation led Neb- 
uchadnezzar to acknowledge Daniel’s God, in 
Daniel 2:47. 

Nebuchadnezzar was proud to think that his 
empire was represented by the head of gold, 
and he erected an enormous image on the plain 
of Dura and commanded all to fall down and 
worship it. Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego, 
however, refused to bow down, and for this they 
were thrust into a burning, fiery furnace. The 
Lord was with them in the fire and they emerged 


without even a smell of burning on their ~@) 


sons. This miracle led Nebuchadnezzar to a 
knowledge God as the only true God. Read what 
he said, in Daniel 3:28. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
487, pars. 2, 3 


Tuink! As surely as God called the four He- 
brews to witness for Him, He is calling you to 
witness where you live. 


Pray that you may be as faithful in your 
witnessing as were those Hebrew boys. 
MONDAY 


The King’s Strange Dream 
Open your Bible to Daniel 4. 











Although Neblichadnezzar had twice made 
public acknowledgment of the God of heaven, 
he had not humbled his heart. He was still full 
of pride and worldly ambition. But something 
happened that brought the great king to an 
acknowledgment of the King of kings. He tells 
the story himself in the fourth chapter of Daniel. 
Find to whom he addresses the recital of what 
happened to him, in verse 1. 

The king had a dream. He could not under- 
stand what he saw in the dream and it made 
him afraid. As he had done when he had 
dreamed about the great image, he called the 
wise men of the kingdom to interpret it. He 
related what he had seen in his dream. You 
can find what he dreamed about, in verses 10 
to 12, 

Then he saw something happen to this beauti- 
ful tree in his dream. Someone—a holy one— 
came down from heaven with a heavenly com- 
mand. Read what this command was, in verses 
13 to 17. 

The king hoped that his wise men would be 
able to interpret the dream, but as before, they 
were totally unable to understand what it meant. 
For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
515. 

THINK how much better it would have been 
for Nebuchadnezzar if he had followed the Lord 
when he first acknowledged Him. 

DETERMINE that you will not put off the day 
of giving your heart to God. 


TUESDAY 


Daniel Explains the Meaning of the Dream 
Open your Bible to Daniel 4. 


Since the wise men had failed to interpret 
his dream, the king called in Daniel. He de- 
scribed what he had seen—the beautiful, tall 
tree with animals seeking its shadow and birds 
making their homes in its branches. He described 
the holy one coming down from heaven and 
giving a command for the tree to be cut down, 
but leaving the stump. 

Daniel was given an understanding of the 
dream, but he hesitated to give the explanation 
to the king, for the events it foretold were un- 
happy ones. But it was his duty, and unpleas- 
ant though it might be, Daniel dutifully ex- 
plained the dream. Read his explanation, in 
verses 24 to 26. 

Nebuchadnezzar, who had twice acknowl- 
edged God as the only true God, had not hum- 
bled himself and submitted to the Lord, and this 
dream was given of God to serve as a warning 
to him. 

Daniel himself added a personal appeal to the 


king. Find what that appeal was, in verse 27. 
For further reading: Prophets and Kings, 
p. 517. 
TuInkK how in His mercy God sends warnings 
to those who are in danger of taking a wrong 
course. 


RESOLVE to listen to the warnings that come 
from those who are placed in a position to 
guide you, that you may be spared unnecessary 
troubles. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Warning Rejected 

Open your Bible to Daniel 4. 

For a little while it seemed as though Neb- 
uchadnezzar had taken the warning to heart, 
but the selfishness and worldly ambition that 
he had cherished all his life were not easily 
given up. The Lord gave him a year in which to 
change, but his boastful ways continued. Read 
what he said one day at the end of this year 
of testing, in verses 29 and 30. 

No sooner had the proud words left his lips 
than a voice sounded from heaven. Look in 
verse 31 and find what this voice said. 

“In a moment the reason that God had given 
him was taken away; the judgment that the 
king thought perfect, the wisdom on which he 
prided himself, was removed, and the once 
mighty ruler was a maniac. His hand could no 
longer sway the scepter. The messages of warn- 
ing had been unheeded.”—Prophets and Kings, 
p. 520. 

For seven years Nebuchadnezzar lived like 
a beast of the field—just as the dream had 
prophesied. Read the description we are given 
of him during those years, in verse 33. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
519. 


Tuink how long a time the Lord gave Neb- 
uchadnezzar in which to make reforms in his 
life. 

RESOLVE that you will take advantage of the 
time God has given you to make reforms needed 
in your life. 


THURSDAY 


Nebuchadnezzar’s Change of Heart 

Open your Bible to Daniel 4. 

How glad we are that the story does not end 
there with Nebuchadnezzar living the life of a 
beast in the field! 

For seven years the great king lived without 
his reason, and then it was restored to him. Read 
his own account of what took place, in verse 36. 

His first act was to acknowledge the Most 
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High and to praise Him. He made a public proc- 
lamation of his allegiance to God, admitting his 
guilt. This time his heart really was changed. 
He did not merely give lip service to God. Read 
what he said, in verse 37. 

“The once proud monarch had become a 
humble child of God; the tyrannical, overbear- 
ing ruler, a wise and compassionate king. He 
who had defied and blasphemed the God of 
heaven, now acknowledged the power of the 
Most High, and earnestly sought to promote the 
fear of Jehovah and the happiness of his sub- 
Jeets.. 2 1 « 

“God’s purpose that the greatest kingdom in 
the world should show forth His praise, was now 
fulfilled. This public proclamation, in which 
Nebuchadnezzar acknowledged the mercy and 
goodness and authority of God, was the last act 
of his life recorded in sacred history.”—Proph- 
ets and Kings, p. 521. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
520, par. 2. 


TuInk what a victory it was for Nebuchad- 
nezzar to turn to God. 


RESOLVE that you will give not just lip service 
but your heart’s praise to God. 


FRIDAY 


NaME the four Hebrew youth who witnessed 
fer the Lord before King Nebuchadnezzar. 

NaME the ways in which they witnessed. 

NaME two occasions when Nebuchadnezzar 
acknowledged that the God these young men 
worshiped was the true God. 

DeEscriBE the dream Nebuchadnezzar was given 
to warn him of the error of his ways. 

Give the explanation of the dream. 

TELL whether Nebuchadnezzar heeded the 
message of the dream. 

DeEscriBE the judgment that came to Nebuchad- 
nezzar as a result of his rejecting God and His 
messages. 

TELL about Nebuchadnezzar’s final conversion. 

Review the memory verse. 





Friend of the Indians 
From page 8 


week by cheating in trade.” He held up an 
apple. “Look at these,” he said. “I paid 
good money for a sack full of them. But ev- 
ery apple in the bottom was bad. Is that 
Christian? Is it good business? Now take an 
apple; it seems like a simple thing 

A husky farmer, standing by a cart of ap- 
ples, raised his arm. “Now take an apple,” he 
mocked. His arm went back, then forward. 








The rotten apple arched through the air for 
a dreadful moment. John felt his heart slow 
down. Then he rushed forward, as if to 
catch the fruit with his own hands. But he 
was too late. The man in the dark suit was 
splattered. 

John swung around angrily toward the 
other people in the market place. He ex- 
pected to see them turn on the husky man, 


outraged that such a thing could se | 


among them. But he saw, instead, tha 
other arms were being raised. The man was 
pelted with all kinds and conditions of 
vegetables. With a bound, John raced to 
stand at his side. 

“Let him take his prattle elsewhere,” a 
woman shouted. She picked up a limp fish, 
ready to throw it. John rushed at her and 
caught the hurled fish along his forearm. 

“That Thomas Hooker should be put in 
stocks so we could reach him better,” a man 
croaked. 

With an upraised stick John threatened 
the people. Laughing, they scattered and 
left their victim alone. Then John turned 
to the man. “They called you Thomas 
Hooker,” he began. “Are you then the 
anant” 

The man wiped his mouth with a hand- 
kerchief and its white surface became 
stained and ugly. Yet he smiled solemnly. 
“Yes, I am Thomas Hooker, the Puritan.” 

“Do you expect to clean up the church 
single-handed?” John asked slowly. 

Thomas Hooker, persecuted Puritan, 
looked deep into the eyes of John Eliot. 
“No,” he said calmly. “I expect to have 
help.” 

“Why, he means me,” John thought sud- 
denly. He looked around at Little Baddow. 
But he couldn’t see the town. Everything 
was blurred, including the amazing vision in 
his heart. 

(This is the second of fwe chapters.) 
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Barbara: A petite watch, but a great value. Deli- 
cately styled for the discriminating. Case is color 
of yellow gold; noncorrosive back. Matching gold- 
filled expansion band. Easy-to-read skip-figure dial 
with domed crystal. 17-jewel movement is shock 
protected with Incabloc. Unbreakable mainspring. 
Retail $62.50. 


Militia: Ruggedly constructed for young men. 
A tremendous value for anyone. Chrome top case 
with stainless steel back is water resistant. Match- 
ing steel combination expansion band with black 
insets. Luminous hands, hour dots. 17 jewels. Un- 
breakable mainspring. Incabloc shock protection. 
Retail $55.00. 





Let Life and Health help you earn one of these fine 
watches! Here’s how: Any young person who sells 
8 subscriptions or 80 single copies of the NEW Life 
and Health and turns in the full amount of $40.00 
to his conference publishing department secretary 
will receive the watch. 


























Act Now 


WHILE Tuis WONDERFUL 


WatcH OFFER Lasts 





sees eae 
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Trees of the Testaments—I 


© 1960, REVIEW & HERALD, HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


The Oak That Hanged a Prince 


“Absalom rode upon a mule, and the mule went under the thick boughs of a great oak, 
and-his head caught hold of the oak, and he was taken up between the heaven and the 
earth’? (2 Samuel 18:9). 





The story goes on to say that the mule went away and left Absalom hanging there. So it 
often happens—friends get us into trouble, then duck out and leave us to solve our problems 
alone. 

Soon a soldier saw Absalom’s plight and reported it to the army commander, Joab. Joab 
wanted to know why the soldier hadn’t killed him. “I’d have given you ten silver shekels if 
you had,” he said, to which the soldier replied that he wouldn’t have killed the king’s son 
for a thousand shekels, for David had given orders that the young man’s life must be spared. 
“And if I had killed him,” the soldier went on, “you yourself would have spoken against me 
to have me punished.” 

How wise that soldier was! Obeying the king saved his life. But Joab snorted and went 
off and threw darts into Absalom’s heart. His ten armorbearers cut the dead body down, 
cast it into a pit, and heaped stones over it. 

Thus, with the help of an oak tree, a rebellious prince got his just reward, and peace came 
to a troubled land. 
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